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THE RAPE OF L V C 11 1 1 E- 

How will thy ffame be feeded in thine age 
When thus thy vices bud before thy fpring > 

If in thy hope thou darft do fuch outrage, 

VVhatdar’ft thou not when once thou art a King c 

O be-remembred, no'outragious thing u 

, Fromvaffall adors can be wipt away 

Then Kings mifdeedes cannot be hid in Ciay. 

This deede will make ^Apnly lou’d for fcare, 
Buthappk Monarch, iUllar-e feard for loue: 

VVithfowle offenders thpiiperforcemuft beare, 
VVhen they in thee the like offences prouej 

Ifbutfor feare of this, thy will remoue. >,} 

, .for Princes arc the glaffe,thefchoole,the bP9^ e > 
Where fubiedts eies do learn, do read-do looke. 

And wilt thou be the fchoole where luft (hall learne? 
Muff he in thee read lectures of inch ffame ? . : . 

T Vilt thou be glaffc wherein it {hall difeerne 
Authoritie for finne, warrant for biamc? . ■ .) > 
Topriuiledgedilhonor in thy name. , 

Thpu backft reprochagafnft long-liuing law d, 

Jtadmak'ftfakereputau^butabawd.,; • 
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Haft thou commaund ? by himthatgaueit thee 
From a pure heart commaund thy rtbell will : 

-Draw not thy (word to gardiniquitic, 
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For it was lent thee all that broode to kill. 

Thy Princelie office how-canft thou fulfill ? 

YVhen patternd by thy fault fowle fin may (ay, 
He learnd to fin, and thou didft teach the way. 

Thinke but how vile a (pcdacle it were, 

To view thy prefent trdpaffe in another : 

- Mens faults do feldome to thcmfelues appearc, 
-Their own tranfgreffions partiallie they (mother, 
Thisguilt would Teem death- worrhie in thy brother. 
O how are they wrapt in with infamies, 

That fro their own mifdeeds askaunce their eyes? 

To thee, to thee, my heau’d vp hands appeals, 

Not to feducing luft thy raff relier:/ : on;: 

l fue for exil’d maiefties repeale, 

Let him returne, and flattring thoughts retire. 

His true refpedt will prifon faife defire. 

And wipe the dim mift from thy doting eicn, 
That thouffaltfee thy ftate, and pittie mine*. 
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